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How I Became a
Christian Nuisance

uring my youth, the last thing
on my mind was becoming a
Christian, let alone a Christian Nuisance. Certainly,
nothing in the unglamorous
daily chores on a northwestern
Montana ranch pointed to the road
“less traveled,” as Robert Frost had
it. My daily regime included moving
sprinkler pipe, stacking hay, milking
cows, branding calves, riding horses
and playing sports. Mom’s fried

chicken and potato salad were welcome compensations.
We were not a churchgoing family. Sometimes we said grace before
meals, but my dad had seen too
many dead bodies during the war to
believe in Divine Providence. To me,*

*Shane R. Dresen is pastor of the
Sandpoint, Idaho, Seventh-day Adventist Church.
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And then I saw the darkness of separation from His Father envelop
Him, as He took my sins on His
back. And dawn broke over my dark
nights as I surrendered my rebellious heart to Jesus as Lord and Saviour of my life.
God and hard work, in time,
enabled me to walk again, to be baptized, and become part of the
church, the body of Christ. The
changes took time and pain. Recovery from sin, as from a car wreck, is
hard. Partial paralysis persisted, but
a strange and beautiful peace filled
my heart.
Could I resume my work on the
ranch? Should I? Hal Thomsen, my
pastor, took me on a walk down by
Flathead Lake. Sensing my indecision about my future, he took a stick
and drew a small circle and then a
much larger one in the sand. Stepping back, he gently said, “Going to a
Christian college will prepare you
for wider service, Shane.”
There they were: Robert Frost’s
two roads which diverged in a narrow wood. And moved by the gentle
persuasion of the Holy Spirit, I took
the one less traveled by. And that has
made all the difference.
Through Christian education,
God worked with me to develop
what Harry Blamires has called “The
Christian Mind”—“a mind trained,
informed, equipped to handle data
of secular controversy within a
framework of reference which is

God seemed a cosmic killjoy— a
conclusion reinforced by the behavior of the few Christians I knew
who were willing to be identified as
such.
Questions like “Why do bad
things happen to good, God-fearing
people?” “What happens when somebody dies?” “What is heaven like?”
just didn’t come up. Then, overnight, everything changed.
My fiancee and I were headed
home from a pre-marriage counseling session when we were involved
in a horrifying wreck that took her
life and left me temporarily paralyzed from the neck down. I couldn’t
run away from my grief. Day and
night I lay stretched out on a Stryker
frame, knowing I might never walk
again.
I missed her so much. She, a
Christian of the right sort, had gently probed my complacency with
questions, had loved me in spite of
my ignorance. I admired her lifestyle, her concept of a loving God
who grieved for His rebellious creation. Now she was gone, quickly,
without even a good-bye. And all I
could hear was God screaming at me
through my pain.
Mercifully, memory has pulled a
curtain over the bleak days and endless nights. I can’t tell you just when
I came to realize that what I had
thought to be screams were, instead,
sobs— “Father, forgive Shane, he
didn’t realize what he was doing.”
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I’m married now. Happily. Have
three children. And I have a great
church family in Gods Sandpoint,
Idaho, outpost. I love the relationships I enjoy on the road less traveled—with Christ, with my congregation.
But sometimes I awaken at
night, and I seem to hear God
screaming at me again. And He’s
reminding me that I must ever be
willing to be a nuisance or, as Paul
put it in his letter to the Corinthian
church, a fool (mows) for the sake
of the gospel.
□

constructed of Christian presuppositions. . . . The Christian thinker,”
says Blamires, “challenges current
prejudices. . . disturbs the complacent. . . obstructs the busy pragmatists. .. and is a nuisance.”
A nuisance. A minister. Not that
all ministers are nuisances. Frankly, I
worry that not enough of us are. As
Blamires notes: “The Christian mind
has succumbed to the secular drift
with a degree of weakness and
nervelessness unmatched in Christian history.”
What a sad denial of Christ!

w e may have the vision of
God, a very clear understanding of what God wants— wrongs
to be righted, the salvation of sinners, and the sanctification
of believers; we are certain we see the way out, and we
start to do the thing. Then com es.. .discouragement, disaster, upset, as if God had ignored the whole thing. When
we are thoroughly flattened out, God comes back and revives
the call, and we get the quaver in, and say, “Oh, who am I,
that I should go?” We have to learn the first great stride
of God— “I Am Who I A m .. .has s e n t. . .you.” We have to
learn that our individual effort for God is an impertinence;
our individuality must be rendered incandescent by a
personal relationship to God.— The Oswald Chambers Daily
Devotional Bible, p. 83.
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